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This is the Only Chapter 


Dave was lying on the hotel room bed, upside down, with his head hanging off the foot of the bed and his hair 
trailing down to the carpet, watching the WWF's King of the Ring event on pay-per-view. Kurt and Krist had 
already raided the hotel room's mini-fridge, and had both poured themselves shots of rum. 


"What're you watching that for?" Krist asked, already a little tipsy. "Don't you know that wrestling is fake?" 


"Yeah, so?" asked Dave, already tipsy himself. "Sometimes you just feel like watching a bunch of bulky, sweaty 
dudes just pile-drive each other." 


"Its not even real wrestling," said Kurt. "Real wrestling doesn't have dudes doing can openers and shit. It's just 
dudes in singlets grappling one other." 


"And how would you know that?" asked Dave, his head lolling to the side to look at Kurt. 


Kurt downed his glass of rum and slammed it down on the table across from Krist. "Because | actually used to 


wrestle in high school," he said. 


"No way," said Dave, a dumb smile creeping across his face. "For real? You?" 


"Dad wanted me to get into sports," Kurt explained. "Baseball fucking sucked, and | did a little better with a 
sport that involved grabbing onto other kids in skin-tight clothing." 


"Gaaaayyy," said Dave, barely able to stifle his giggles. 
"And?" Kurt asked. 


Dave tried his best to pull a serious face, but instead he just pulled his upper-lip over his teeth, trying to 
eliminate all hints of a smile. "Shit, you got me," he said. "| have absolutely no witty rebuff for that.” 


"That's what | thought," said Kurt, as he pushed his glass to Krist, who poured him another shot of rum. 
"Thanks, Krist." 


"No worries, man," said Krist. 


Dave looked back to the TV with a look of contemplation across his face. He turned his head back to Kurt. 
"Hey." 


"Yeah?" said Kurt. 
"Teach me how to rassle." 
Kurt looked to Dave with a sort of amused bemusement. "Excuse me?" 


"| said ‘teach me how to rassle!" said Dave, rolling over onto his back and bouncing to his hands and knees. 


"C'mon, coach, put me in the ring, lim ready!" 


Kurt and Krist exchanged glances. Krist grinned. "You heard the man," he said to Kurt. "He wants to know how 


to wrestle." 

"RASSLIN!" said Dave, pounding his fists on the sheets, bouncing up like an excited puppy. "LET'S DO THIS!" 
Kurt seemed to think about this for a moment before downing his glass of rum and slamming it down on the 
table. "Fine," he said, "but don't expect me to take it easy on you." He got up from his chair and took off his 
cardigan, tossing it onto the floor. 

"Do you think if | call up the front desk, they'll send us some steel chairs?" asked Krist with a chuckle. 


"You're gonna be the ref," said Kurt, pointing to Krist. 


"Me?" asked Krist, pointing to himself. "| don't know anything about wrestling, aside from doing the worst 


Macho Man impression known to man." 


"Don't sell yourself short," said Kurt. He looked around the room for an open area. "I think we might have to 


move the beds." 


"Aw, hell yeah, dude!" said Dave, brimming with youthful vigor and a good deal of Captain Morgan's. The three 
young men worked to shove aside tables, dressers and the pair of twin beds up against the walls, leaving a 
large, barren area on the carpet, still marked by the impressions of the furniture that had remained unmoved 


for God knew how long. 


Kurt shook his limbs as he limbered up. Dave hopped up in down in place, stretching his neck by tilting his head 
from side to side. "Okay," said Kurt, "first we gotta get into neutral positions. Stand over there. Krist, this," 
Kurt gestured in a small circle, "is the ring. Dave's gonna be on the opposite end of it" 


"What's a neutral position?" asked Dave. "Is it like..°" Dave stood upright, hands at his sides, legs together, head 
forward, his body stock-straight. 


Kurt smirked. "No," he said, standing on his side of the imaginary ring. "You need to have your feet apart. Like 
this." Kurt stood with his legs in a wide stance, and Dave mirrored Kurt's position "And then, you crouch, like 
this." Kurt crouched, his feet still in place, bringing his hands up in front of him at waist level, a position that 
Dave recognized and copied perfectly. They were closer than Dave thought they would be, their heads only 
about a foot apart. 


Krist walked around the ring and also crouched down the middle to look between the two of them. "So.. now 


what?" he asked. 

"Start the match," said Kurt. 

"Wait, | don't--" Dave started, but was cut off by Krist. 

"64! 420! Another funny number! Hut, hut, hut!" said Krist, who swung his arm between Kurt and Dave, and 
backed away as Kurt grappled Dave, taking him completely by surprise and knocking him off his feet. Dave 
squirmed and flailed as Kurt managed to pin Dave's arm against his side, and was struggling to secure the 
other. 

"UNCLE! UNCLE!" Dave hollered, pounding on Kurt's back with his fist. Kurt let Dave go, and rocked back so 
that he was balanced on the balls of his feet and his knees. Dave wheezed and struggled to sit up. "That's not 


fair, you didn't even teach me how to do this!" 


"Sorry," said Kurt, who couldn't help but grin. "To be totally honest, | never really got into wrestling aside from 
the whole ‘being able to have full body contact with plausible deniability’ thing.’ 


"| probably should have guessed it was something like that," said Dave. "Kinda surprised you didn't try to play 


grab-ass" 

"Do you want me to play grab-ass with you?" Kurt asked 

Dave did a double-take. "What?" 

"What?" Kurt asked back 

"Wait, hold on," said Dave, putting up a hand "Hold up. You're offering to grab my ass now?" 
"Only if you want me too," said Kurt. 


"| don't know about the legality of grabbing butts and/or nuts in wrestling," said Krist. "Do | call foul if you get 


a face full of sack, or nah?" 


Dave seemed to ponder this for a moment. "It seems like potentially getting a face full of sack is just a risk 
you gotta take for wrestling.” 


“That's the spirit!" said Krist. "Hold up, lemme get some more rum." He went back to the minibar and poured 
himself another glass, and downed it in a single swig. "There we go," he said, and staggered back to his position 
by Kurt and Dave. "Okay, continue." 

"You're goin’ down, brother," said Dave, pointing to Kurt. 

Let's see you try," said Kurt, grinning. 

"Okay," said Krist. "Ready.. set.. GO!" 

This time, Dave and Krist collided with one each other at the same time, and Dave managed to grab Kurt by 
the waist over his back, and then flipped him over onto the floor. Kurt wriggled under Dave's grasp, finding 


himself in an awkward position to try and get out of before he decided to grab a hold of Dave's crotch, which 
caused Dave to yelp in surprise, and Kurt to retract his hand. 


"No fair!" Dave shouted, and looked to Krist. "Ref, you see this?” 
"What?" asked Dave. "I thought we agreed that was allowed." 
"Sorry," said Kurt, smiling. 


"You know, if | didn't know any better, I'd think you were taking advantage of our rules getting looser," said 
Dave, sitting back upright. 


"Me?" asked Kurt, batting his eyelashes in mock innocence. "I'm just being pragmatic.’ 


"Bullshit!" Dave said, leaning back to do a drunken bicycle kick at Kurt, who was able to block Dave's kicks with 


his crossed forearms. Dave fell onto his back, his legs still kicking in the air, before he fell still for a moment. 
"You okay?" Krist asked. 

'| need to reassess my strategy here," said Dave. He stood back up, wobbling as he got back to his feet, and 

pulled off his shirt over his head, and tossed it onto a lamp before he stripped off his ripped jeans and kicked 
them aside, until he was only wearing a pair of boxers. 

Kurt raised his eyebrows. "Okay?" he said, giggling. 

"Yeah, this is probably legal," slurred Krist. 

"This," said Dave, gesturing to his almost completely nude body, "allows for maximum freedom of movement." 
He did some stretches to demonstrated his newfound flexibility, including his shoulders, hamstrings and calves. 


Kurt observed this for a moment, and nodded. 


"If that's how you wanna play," he said, striping off his t-shirt, "then let's play." He tossed his shirt behind 
him, and let his jeans fall to the floor before kicking them behind him. 


‘I'm pretty sure if you guys take off your underwear, it automatically counts as Greek wrestling," said Krist. 
"lm like, 99% sure that's not how it works," said Kurt, now down to his briefs. 

"Hey, who's the ref here, you or me?" asked Krist. "Now grab each other and be all homoerotic about it" 
"Thanks, ref," said Dave flatly. 

"Yeah, thanks, ref," said Kurt, with a cocky grin on his face. 

"Okay yeah, ready, steady, go get-yl" shouted Krist, and Kurt and Dave collided into each other again, this time 
grappling one another as though they were trying to give each other bear hugs. Dave was able to overpower 
Kurt, as Kurt fell onto his back. Kurt, however, was able to roll Dave over, flipping their positions, and Kurt 


grabbed a hold of Dave's forearms and pinned them above his head. 


Dave squirmed under Kurt's hold, and looked over to Krist. "Aren't you supposed to count down for the pin?" 


he asked. 
"Oh yeah," said Krist. "What.. number was that again? 10?" 


"Three!" shouted Dave. 


Krist got on his hands and slapped his hand down on the carpet in time with the numbers. "ONE! TWO! TH--" 


In a panicked act of desperation, Dave craned his neck up to kiss Kurt on the lips. Kurt's head reeled back in 


surprise, and Dave managed to toss Kurt off of him. 

"Holy shit!" Krist said. 

"That is definitely cheating! Kurt protested. 

"| dunno," said Krist, "depends on whether or not we're including.. Chinese tongue wrestling." 

"That's not reall" said Kurt, trying not to smile. 

"Then make it real, | don't give a fuck," said Krist. 

"Man, you really are the worst possible person | could have made a referee," said Kurt, shaking his head. 
Krist just gave a comical shrug. 

Dave took advantage of Kurt's distraction and tackled him to the ground, and got him in a headlock as he laid 
on top of Kurt. Kurt struggled to get his head out of the crook of Dave's arm, trying fruitlessly to tuck on 
Dave's bicep with white-knuckled hands, until he gave brief pause. 

"Giving up?" asked Dave, sounding cocksure. 

Kurt lifted his rear so that it was in contact with Dave's crotch, and rubbed it up against the other man's 
groin In surprise, Dave loosened his grip just enough on Kurt to let him wriggle out, and flip Dave over. He had 
Dave pinned again, but this time, his face was closer to Dave's hovering just a few inches above him, messy 
blonde hair hanging around his face as he caught his breath. He stared in Dave's eyes, and Dave could only 
give a wide, nervous smile in response as he laughed. 

"What're you gonna do?" he asked. "Kiss me?" 

"Sure, why not?" said Kurt, and went in for a kiss. 

Though Chinese tongue-wrestling was definitely not a thing that existed, the sloppy, almost absurd make-out 
that followed would have been the closest thing to it. Flicking tongues, tongues swishing back and forth to hit 
each other like wet, slimy swords, sucking on tongues, tongues punching the insides of cheeks, tongues running 
across teeth, drunken and wet and with all the grace of two Saint Bernards fighting over an ice cream cone, as 
the two pawed at each other with wandering hands, and heated crotches rubbing together, separated only by 
the sheer fabric of their underwear. Kurt eventually pulled his mouth away from Dave's, and started licking 


and sucking his way down Dave's neck. Dave turned his head to look at Krist, and pointed at Kurt. "Dude, do you 
see this?" 


"Yep," said Krist. "I see it, alright." 


"Is this regulation?" Dave asked, as Kurt stopped on Dave chest to briefly take Dave's nipple in his mouth to 
flick it between his teeth and tongue. "Yow! Careful!" 


"Sorry," Kurt murmured, before moving down to his stomach. 
‘Probably not," said Krist. "But I'm drunk and I'm just kind of enjoying the show at this point." 


"Are you gonna suck my dick, dude?" Dave asked, lifting his head to look down to Kurt, whose open mouth was 


pressed on Dave's stomach. 
Kurt pulled his lips off with a wet pop. "Is that a problem?" he asked. 
"Nah, it's cool," said Dave. "I'm just curious if this will mean | lose." 


‘lm pretty sure if you cum, you're automatically a winner.. at sex," said Krist, with the sort of screwball, 


drunken wisdom that only several shots of rum could provide. 
"Thanks, ref," said Dave, giving a thumbs-up. "You're.. a ref." 


Kurt found it hard to suppress his laughter at this as he pulled down Dave's boxers, letting out a sound like he 
was trying to hold in a sneeze just as Dave's half-hard cock flopped out. 


‘ls my dick funny to you?" asked Dave. 


"No," said Kurt. "Just. shut up." He couldn't think of any kind of remotely witty thing to say at this point, and 
just swallowed Dave's cock, not even bothering with any sort of teasing or playing with it. Kurt took Dave's 
cock into his mouth until his lips reached the base, and his nose was buried in Dave's pubes. Dave let out a 
high-pitched moan as Kurt tightened his throat around his dick, and quickly bobbed his head back and forth on 
it like a man possessed by some sort of semen demon, working with the sole purpose of draining Dave's nuts 
dry. Much later, after sobering up, Dave would wonder where Kurt learned to give such good head, but for 
now, he turned to look away from Krist looking on with drunken approval, and focused on the hypnotic 
movement of Kurt's blonde mop of hair bouncing up and down, as Kurt breathed heavily through flared 
nostrils as he salivated around Dave's cock. Dave found himself unable to resist reaching for Kurt's hair and 
grabbing handfuls of it, guiding Kurt's head on his cock as it throbbed inside the walls of Kurt's mouth and 
throat, pulsating harder and harder until Dave could no longer take it, and shoved Kurt's head down as far as 
it would go, letting out a scream as he shot hot cum down Kurt's gullet, and the muscles in Kurts throat 
worked to pull Dave's load down his esophagus as Kurt tried to fight the back the snot and tears threatening 
to dribble out the other holes in his face. 


Kurt pulled his head back, letting cum and drool run out of his mouth in strands, and he caught his breath. 


Krist finally got up from his seat, and raised Kurt's hand above his head. "Ladies and gentlemen, our 1991 Cock- 
Sucking Champion, Kurt Cobain!" he announced. 


"What?" asked Dave, catching his own breath after having nutted the hardest he'd ever nut in his entire life. "I 


thought | was a winner! You didn't tell me this was a cock-sucking championship!" 
"Better luck next year," said Kurt, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 
"The ref is biased!" said Dave, pointing at Krist. "| thought you were on my side!" 


"David," said Krist, putting a hand on Dave's shoulder, trying and failing to look serious, "we're all winners here 
tonight. I'm sure the load you blew was one for the record books, but not everybody gets to go home with 
the championship belt." 


"I think the real lesson to learn here tonight," said Kurt, as he got up and stumbled his way to the bed, "is 
that wrestling is fucking rigged, dude." He flopped down onto the mattress, and turned his head to look back at 
Krist and Dave. "But in the future, it helps if you practice on the ref" 


Dave shook his head. "Man," he said, as Krist walked past him to also settle into bed, "you really should have 
called the front desk and asked for those steel chairs." 


"Just come to bed already, you big winner," said Kurt, his face half-buried in a pillow. 


And Dave did come to bed, pulling up his boxers, and lying down next to Kurt, who was nestled up against Krist 
on his other side. It barely took any time at all for the three of them to fall asleep, as the TV continued to 
play a match they'd long since forgotten about of them softly, on the other side of the room from their 
shared bed. 


